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to me very harsh and send me off in quest of a ray of sunshine.
All those pasteurs, professors, young girls, who, however senti-
mental they may be, never however forget to eat a great deal,
smoked fish and hams without forgetting game; all these
people appear in a French setting as heavy statues* In the hands
of a Rodin I would begin to like them/*
He reflected on Paris statues and on the badness of them,
and on the inevitability, in the stone hands of a dead writer,
of a symbolic book and pen* To carry this idea to its logical
conclusion he felt that the inventor of an enema should be
represented by a clyster-pipe, and that if, one day, a statue were
erected to H* G* Wells an invisible ray would be suitable. He
was doubtful, however, of the practicability of a sculptured
balloon as a memorial to Santos-Dumont and was bothered
over the feasibility of representing Pasteur's microbes. But the
matter was settled in his mind by realising that statues were so
often erected at a height of one hundred and fifty feet above
the ground and that it was impossible to see if they were works
of art or turnips.
His eyes wandered round his hut, and things in it called up
other memories and criticisms* Of the painter Degas he had
several things to record, provoked by the sight of a photograph
of one of his paintings. "Who knows Degas ? No one, would
be an exaggeration. A few only. I mean, who know him well*
Even by name he is unknown to the millions of readers of the
daily papers* Painters alone, many through fear, the rest
through respect, admire Degas* Do they understand him well?
Degas was born * * * I don't know when, but so long ago that
he is as old as Methuselah* * * * He respects Ingres, which
means that he respects himself* To see him with his silk hat
on his head, his blue spectacles on his nose, he looks like the
perfect lawyer, a bourgeois of the time of Louis-Philippe, not
forgetting the umbrella* If there is a man who does not try to
look like an artist it is he; he is so great a one* . . , At my
exhibition at Durand-Ruel's, two young and well-intentioned
people being unable to explain to each other my painting, as